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Sunday 
Quiet day. Spent much if it journeying from 
Esher to L.A. to hear new Iggy tapes: one very 
promising track in which he garottes himself 
during the final verse. The old West Coast is too 
laid back for the likes of me, however. Felt 
bored after about ninety minutes, Had spotted 
Concorde at the airport. Bought it and flew back 
in the evening, called-at Sao Paulo en route to 
hear a percussion outfit—The Talking 
Tarot—that Cat Stevens had recommended. 


` Monday 


| Got up. Made an album. Had breakfast. Made 
another album. Got to keep Bernie in the style 
to which he’s accustomed somehow. Went to 
| Harrods and ordered the world. Went home 
and made an album. 
Journeyed to Pinner, Middlesex, in the after- 
noon to reacquaint myself with my roots. The 
town centre was very quiet. I later discovered 
that this was because John, my manager, had 
kindly arranged with Sir Robert Mark—whom 
I've decided to sign to Rocket—to keep all the 
town’s inhabitants in their houses. 
Went home and wrote album about Pinner. 
Wrote out cheque for Nigel Olsen and just 
caught the last post. 


Tuesday 


Success does seem to bring its complications. 
Woken at three a.m. this morning by a call from 
Henry Kissinger with another of his world peace 
ideas. He suggests that as I am now the richest 
person ever, I could buy all of South 
Africa—including Rhodesia—and immediately 
grant majority rule, thereby saving the world 
from much bloodshed and for capitalism. In 
return he says he'll get Rocket Records distri- 
buted throughout the whole of North Africa and 
the Middle East, including Israel, and get me a 
ride in a spaceship. It was when he said he'd also 
make me King Of All The Russias that I knew 
old Henry was stoned again. Bleedin’ groupie. 

An interesting idea all the same. 


Wednesday 


No albums made yesterday after Henry the 
K had spoilt my beauty sleep. Made up for it by 
making a sextuple before breakfast and whilst 
playing tennis with Billy Jean at the same time. 
Sometimes I lie awake at nights wondering why 
it’s all so easy. 

After breakfast wrote out cheque to the 
Inland Revenue and paid off the National Debt. 
Mr. Callaghan cried when he came round to 
collect it. I was so touched that I made an album 
for him. 

Bought Pele, Eusebio and Cruyff for 
Watford. Rod rang up to ask if he could have a 
couple of songs for “Scotland The Brave,” his 
new album that he’s working on in Guernsey. 

I've decided that if all this effort doesn’t get 
Watford out of the Fourth Division I’m going to 
wash my hands of them. 

Signed Roddie Llewellyn to Rocket. 


Thursday 


Had summit conference in Luanda with John 
(Lennon) and Dave (Bowie) to discuss our 
mutual shortage of locks. David's behaving very 
strangely these days. He kept jumping to atten- 
tion, sticking his right arm in the air and 
screaming “Bald Is Beautiful. He vows it’s his 
intention to breed a master-race of bald geniuses 
in the Amazon basin. He plans to kidnap Eno 
for use in this operation. Family life has made 
John go soft in the head again. All he could talk 
about was were the benefits of Equity linked 


_ Africa plan, I’ve decided that as he gets around 


ELTON JOHN 


over Unit Trusts, and whenever David and I 
were discussing our locks John kept whistling 
“Be Bop A Lula”. 

Mind you, even though he was so irritating the 
three of us still made-a quick double. 

Forgot to return Chairman Mao’s call. 


Friday 

Last week’s personal sales figures arrived in 
the first post. Sold 983,004,762 records last 
week. 4 

This cheers me up a bit, I’ve been feeling a 
little bit inferior of late and I don’t want to feel 
down at the party I’m throwing tonight, espe- 
cially after I’ve finally managed to persuade Jim 
to let me use Chequers. 

After a busy day rushing around signing 
people up to Rocket—actually, although I’m not 
yet convinced of Henry Kissinger’s Southern 


so much I’m going to make him head of A &~ 
R—and mixing a couple of dozen of my own 
albums, guests start turning up about eight 
o'clock. In fact. they all arrive at exactly eight 
o'clock. The party, you see, is listed on the 
invitations as starting at three. But as Tom 
Wolfe, my social etiquette consultant told me, 
that is the latest time these days that-one can 
possibly inyite people to a party and still get 
them turning up at all. 

Most of them were hiding in the 
bushes—Gerald Ford got his ankle stuck in a 
mole hole, of course, and was neatly kidnapped 
by the Hungarian diplomats who always keep an 
eye on Chequers—from about six o'clock wait- 
ing to see who would be the first to arrive so that 
they could then make the big blase entrance. 

At exactly thirty seconds to eight I persuade 
Michael Foot to put out a message into the 
grounds telling them all that I'd started eating all 
the trifle that Jerry Garcia had sent and if they 
didn’t hurry up there’d be none left for the slow- 
coaches. 

Actually a few injuries occured at the gateway 
after Bob Marley. who'd rushed up first. had 
said “After I’ to Bianca who retorted by telling 
Bob she’d mever met anyone so rude in her life 
and then pulled his pigtails. All of them. After 
the trifle, during which Howard Hughes — don’t 
believe everything you read in the papers — 
nearly OD'd, we all teleported to Easter Island 
with the Rolling Stones Mobile to jam. The 
album's out next week. 


Saturday 


Harrods delivered the world. It looked out of 
place with everything else I've got so I sent it 
back and asked for a credit note. 


